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Home is Where You Are 


Author's Notes: 
This story is a bit outside my normal canon. Consider it an AU! ;) Once again, | have no idea what Geddy\'s 
sister is named, and I\'m lazy, so | went with Shelley again. 


Toronto, November 1912 

Geddy struggled down the street, clutching the overfull bag of groceries. The bitterly cold wind whipped down 
the grey city street, bringing tears to his eyes and making his ears and fingers ache. Keeping his head down 
against the gusts, he didn't see his sister sitting on the front stoop of his battered apartment building until he 
almost tripped over her. 

"Oh! Sheila!" 

"Hi, Ged." 


"What're you doing here?" 


"| wanted to talk. Can | come in?" 


Geddy shifted the bag to his hip, looked at his watch, then shrugged.. "Okay, sure." He fumbled with his keys 


for a moment, then let her in in front door of the building. 


The entranceway of the building was steamy -- both siblings’ glasses fogged up immediately, and both de- 
fogged them in unison. The wallpaper was stained and sepia-toned in the dim light of the foyer, and the narrow 
hallway that stretched back from the door smelled vaguely like the remnants of a hundred boiled dinners. 
Geddy peered through the window of one of the locked mailboxes, then motioned to her, and they climbed up 
the uneven, creaking stairs to the second floor, and down to the end of that hallway. There, Geddy fiddled with 
a sticky lock, then shoved the door open to reveal a tiny living room. They walked in, and Geddy turned to 
fasten the chain on the door behind him. 


"Well, here it is." Her brother seemed nervous and proud at the same time. His first apartment! That should 
have been a happy development in his life, but instead it seemed to be the cause of a lot of strife and 
unhappiness, and that was what she was there to find out about. 

"Ged, | wanted to talk to you about what happened between you and Mama." 

He moved into a miniature kitchen and began putting away the bag of groceries. He turned on the oven and lit 
the pilot light with a kitchen match. "Have a seat, Shell. Take your coat off. You want something to drink? We 
have a jug of wine.." 

"No, really, Ged, | don't." 

"Yeah, sit down. Have a drink, okay?" 

She sighed. "Okay, whatever...” 

Geddy poured some wine from a gallon jug into two empty jelly jars and the pair walked into the living room 
again Shelley took a seat on the couch, and Geddy handed her a glass. "I'll be right back, | just have to start 
dinner." 

"Since when do you know how to cook?" 

"Well, Alex is working and l'm not. The least | can do is make food and pick up around the place." He disappeared 
around the corner, and Shelley heard the clanging of pots and pans, punctuated by the occasional "ouch!" and 
"shit!" After about half an hour, he reappeared, glass of wine in one hand and clutching a tea towel to his 


finger in the other. 


"You okay?" 


"Oh, yeah, just cut my finger a little. I'll be okay. So, how's school? Classes going well?" 


"School's fine, Ged, but I'm not here to make small talk. Quit changing the subject -- what the hell happened 
with you and Mama?" 


Geddy blushed and averted his eyes, pretending to examine the cut on his finger. "Why don't you ask her about 
it?" 


"I tried, believe me. She went all old country on me and started in with the ‘| have no son’ and so on. She won't 
tell me anything. All | know is that you aren't working at the store and you're not talking to each other. Allan's 
just as confused about the whole thing as | am." 

"She came over unannounced, and then she got mad, that's all." 

"But why? Mama wouldn't just cut you off like that over nothing." 

"She didn't like the apartment." 

"She didn't like the apartment?" 

"She thought it was too small." 

"Why would that make her mad?" 


"She didn't like that it was one-bedroom" 


"Well, how can you guys help that? You don't exactly have a lot of extra money on hand for a huge place. She 


should realize that." 


Geddy paused for a moment, then looked at her over the top of his glasses. "She didn't like that there was 


only one bed in the one bedroom" 


Shelley opened her mouth to say something, but her brain and her mouth refused to cooperate, and so she 
started hemming and hawing. "Uh, well, | mean.. You sleep in shifts.. uh.. or on the couch.." 


Her brother gazed at her, a little half-smile on his face, until she stopped stammering. When he spoke, his 
voice was soft and just a little sad. "C'mon, Shelley, you're not stupid. You know what l'm saying. Mom figured it 
out, and she went ape and stormed off. | tried to go to the store the next day, but she wouldn't even look at 
me. | got the hint and left." 

"Ged. l.. Wow, uh.. Do Alex's parents know?" 


"IFs ‘out of sight, out of mind’ for them, we think His mom hasn't asked to visit or anything, and his dad never 


brings it up. Anyway, he's already given them a grandson to carry on the family name, so they're pretty 
happy regardless." 


"Oh, God, that's right.. What about Alex's little boy?" 

"What about him? Charlene doesn't like me much, but she's got her head in the sand, too. I'm just going to go 
sleep in the park or something if he ever spends the night, that way there shouldn't be any awkward 
conversations about anything.’ 

"Don't be an idiot, Ged, you can stay with me." 

"Are you sure, Shell? Even though... Y'know." He made a vague gesture with his still be-toweled hand. 

| can't let you go sleep out on a park bench like a hobo. You're my brother, after all, even if I'm kind of." 


"Disgusted? Revolted? Horrified?" 


She shook her head. "More like.. Taken aback.. | mean, it's not what | expected, | mean, | guess | should have 


known, | guess..." 


She was interrupted by the sound of a key in the lock. Geddy jumped to his feet. "Hold up, Alex, the chain's on!" 
He crossed to the door, then undid the chain a fraction of a second before the door swung open. Alex strode 
across the threshold, slammed the door behind him, grabbed Geddy, and pulled him close for a deep kiss, 
bending him over backwards as he did. 


"Ah-hem" 


Alex looked up, and when he saw Shelley's beet-red face his mouth flew open and he dropped Geddy to the 


floor. He pasted on a fake grin to replace his beaming smile of a moment before. 
"Hal Ha hal Whoo, Shelley, we really got you good! You should have seen your face!" 


Geddy's Voice, issuing from the general vicinity of Alex's kneecaps, was filled with fond exasperation. "She 
knows, Alex. Help me up off the floor." 


‘Oh! Sorry.." He helped Geddy to his feet, but kept hold of his hand. "She knows?" 


Geddy nodded and Alex draped a protective arm around his shoulders, then glared, flinty-eyed, at Shelley. "Well, 
you should know that we don't care what you think" 


Shelley again nodded, then rose. "I really don't know what | think l'm going to go home and try to figure that 
out" She walked across the tiny room and opened the door. Before she got into the hallway, though, she turned 
to face them. "Ged, I'll try to talk to mom. She can't be mad forever." 


Geddy smiled weakly. "I don't know about that, but thanks, Shell. I'll see you around” 
"See you around." She waved and walked into the hall, shaking her head a little. 


As soon as the door closed, Alex drew Geddy close to him and nuzzled his ear. "I'm so sorry things are a 


pain... 

"Its worth it..." 

‘Mmm... | love you so much." 

"| love you too." 

"All day long, | just kept thinking --" He pulled away and sniffed the air. "Is something burning?" 

"What? Shit! Dinner!" Geddy disengaged himself from his lover's arms and ran into the kitchen, Alex following 
closely behind. Acrid black smoke was pouring out of the dollhouse-sized oven. Alex grabbed a glass full of 
water and threw it into the oven as Geddy opened the door. The two young men fanned the air and coughed as 
the smoke dissipated. 


"Wow, that is foul What is it?" 


Geddy surveyed the ruined dinner sadly. "It was a chicken. | don't know how it burned so quickly, though. | just 
put it in a little while ago!" 


Alex poked at it with a fork. It still seemed to be partially raw, even though the other part was charred. "You 
didn't happen to notice a plastic baggie on the inside, did you?" 


"No, why would | look inside a chicken's ass?" 

"There's a bag of innards inside the chicken, Ged. You have to take it out before you put it in the oven" 
Geddy blushed. "Well, that's just stupid. Who wants a bag of chicken guts?" 

Alex smiled reassuringly at him. "Never mind, it's no big deal. Wanna go out to dinner?" 

"With what money?" 


"Don't worry, | have a little more than | thought | was going to have this week. We can afford it so long as 
we're cheap about it." 


"Okay." 


They went to the door and started to get bundled into coats. "Speaking of money, where'd you get the cash to 
buy a chicken and stuff?" 


"Oh." Geddy looked sheepish and started to play with one of the buttons on the sleeve of his Navy surplus pea 


coat. "l, uh.. Don't get upset, now.." 
"Okay..." 


"l" he took a deep breath. "| pawned my bass, but it's only until | get a job and spring it out of hock. l'm not 


giving up on the band, | promise." 


"Hey, hey, calm down, I'm not upset. | have a confession to make. That ‘extra money’ | was talking about? l.. 


Well.. | pawned my guitar this morning.’ 


"No! No. That's not fair. You're working your ass off, I'm sitting around the house useless.. You shouldn't have 


to do that for me." 


"| didn't. | did it for us, just like you did. Don't worry, we'll get both of ‘em back, or get better ones! We're in 
this together now, all right?" 


Geddy nodded, though he still looked kind of guilty. "All right." Alex opened the door, and the two went into the 
hallway, ready to face the world hand-in-hand. 


